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When the tongues ofhee fhOuld be prodigally 
To breath th abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaa. Thy griefe is but thy ab fence for a time. 

Bttl. toy abfent, griefe is prefent for that time* 

Gau. What is fixe Winters, they are quickly gone ? 
BkL. To men in joy, but griefe makes one houreten. 
gau. Call it a travel!, that thou takeft for plealure, 
Eul. My heart will figb, When I mifcall it fo , 

Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage- 
G amt - 1 he fullen paffage of thy weary fteps 
Efieeme a foyle, wherein thou arttofet 
The precious Icwellof thy home returne- 
Eu!. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the frofty Caucafm ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feali? 

Orwailow naked in December fnow 
By thinking on phantafticke Summers heate. ? 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth ever rankle more 
Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore. 

Gau. Come, come (my fonne)Ile bring thee on thv wav 
Had I thy youth, and caufe, I would not ftay. 

Eul.Thtn Englands ground farewelljlweet foyle adieu, 
My Mother, and my Nurle, which bearesmeyet : 
Where ere I wander, boaft of this lean, 

Though banifh’d, ex a true-iborneEnghlliman. u 

Up v/isi nilob* 
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^ nt er King-, sdf tf merle, Greene, anefflagot. 
-Rich, We did obferve- Cofin Aumerle, 

How %re brought youhighMereford onto vvav* 


Aum. I^pugbt high Hereford (if ypucalkhim fo ) 

But to the next high way, and there-I left him- 
Rich. And fay, what (tore of parting teares were fhed ? 
yf^w-Faith none by me: except the Northeafi wind 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awak’d the fleepy rhewme, and . fo by chance 
Bid grace our hollow parting .with a teare. .... 

Rich. What faid our Cofin when you parted with him? 

^.Farewell: & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit opprelfion of fuch griefe. 

That word feem’d buried in my forrowes grave. 

Marry, would the word farewell, had lengthen’d houres. 
And added yeeresto his fhort banifihment. 

He lliould have had a volume of Farewels, 

But fince it would not,he had none of me. 

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but ’tis doubt, 

When time fhall call him home from banifhmcnt. 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 

Ourfelfe, and Eu/hy, Eagot here and greene 
Obferu’d hisCourtfhip to the common people: 

How he did feeme to dive into their hearts. 

With humble,and familiar courtefie, 

W hat reverence he did throw away on (laves ; 

Wooing poore Craftelmen,with the craft of fmiles. 

And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 

As ’twere to banifli their atfe&swith him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter- wench, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God ipeed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

VV ith thankes my Countrimen,my Loving friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his, 

Aqd he our fubjects next degree in hope. 

GV.VVell.he is gone,and with him goe thefe thoughts 
Now for the Rebels, which Handout in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage muft be made my Liege 
Ere further leyfure,yeeld the further meanes 
For their aduantage, and your highnetfe lofle. 

G a. Rich . 




